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THE  LONDON  BUDGET  OF  SONG. 


THE  STRUGGLE  FOR  FAME. 

If  thou  wouldst  win  a  lasting  fame, 
And  make  the  future  bless  thy 
name, — 

Begin  thy  perilous  career. 

And  walk  thy  way  without  a  fear  : 

And  if  thou  hast  a  voice  within 
That  ever  whispers  work  and 
win ; — 

If  thou  canst  plan  a  noble  deed, 

And  never  nag  till  it  succeed ; 

If  tho^  c^nst  struggle  day  and  night, 
And  keep  thy  cynosure  in  sight ; — 

If  thou  canst  dine  upon  a  crust, 

Nor  pine  that  fortune  is  unjust; — 

If  thou  canst  see,  with  tranquil  breast, 
The  knave  or  fool  in  purple 
dress’d ; — 

If  thou  canst  toil,  the  long-live  day, 
At  thankless  work,  for  scanty 
pay 

If,  in  thy  progress  to  renown, 

Thou  canst  endure  the  scoff  and 
frown. 

And  bear  the  treacherous  embrace 
Of  those  who  run  the  selfsame 
race ; — 

If  thou  in  darkest  days  canst  find 
An  inner  brightness  in  thy  mind, 

Whatever  obstacles  control, 

Go  on,  true  heart,  thou’lt  reach  the 
goal. 

But,  if  so  bent  on  worldly  fame 
That  thou  must  gild  thy  living 
name, 


And  bast  not  strength  to  watch  and 
pray 

To  sqize  thy  time  and  force  thy 
way;— 

If  failure  might  thy  soul  oppress. 
And  make  thee  like  thy  soul  tiie 
less ; — 

Should  rivalry  thy  fame  forestal. 

And  thou  let  tears  or  curses  fall  ;— 
Pause  ere  thou  tempt  the  hard 
career — 

Thy  heart  will  break,  thy  brain 
will,  sear ; — 

Content  thee  with  a  meaner  lot, 

Nor  sigh  that  thou  tnust  be  forgot. 

THE  OLD  SCHOOL-HOUSE. 

On  the  village  green  it  stood, 

And  a  tree  was  at  the  door, 
Whose  shadow,  broad  and  good, 
Reach’d  far  along  the  floor 
Of  the  school-room,  when  the  sun 
Put  on  his  crimson  vest. 

And,  his  daily  labour  done. 

Like  a  monarch  sank  to  rest. 

How  the  threshold  wood  was  worn! 

How  the  lintel-post  decay’d ! 

By  the  tread  at  eve  and  morn 
Of  the  feet  that  o’er  it  stray’d — 
By  the  pressure  of  the  crowd 
Within  the  portal  small — 

By  the  ivy’s  emerald  shroud. 

That  wrapp’d  and  darken’d  all ! 

That  school-house  dim  and  old — 
How  many  years  have  flown 
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Since  in  its  little  fold 

My  name  was  kindly  known  ! 
How  different  it  seems 
From  what  it  used  to  be, 

When,  gay  as  morning  dreams, 

We  play’d  around  the  tree ! 

How  we  watch’d  the  lengthen’d  ray 
Through  tha  dusty  window-pane ; 
How  we  long’d  to  be  away, 

And  at  sport  upon  the  plain  f 
To  leave  the  weary  books. 

And  the  master’s  careful  eye. 

For  the  flowers  and  for  brooks, 

And  the  cool  and  open  sky. 

Alas !  where  now  are  they*— 

My  early  comrades  dear  ? 
Departed  far  away. 

And  I  alone  am  here ! 

Some  are  in  distant  climes, 

And  some  in  churchyard  cold— 
Yet  it  tells  of  happy  times, 

That  school-house  dim  and  old ! 


THE  VILLAGE  GKEEN. 

On  that  lowly  village ‘green 
Where  those  happy  school-boys 
play, 

Oft  sporting  was  I.  seen 
In  j  oyoua  childhood’s  day ;  . 

But  that  time  seems  now  a  dream, 

A  vision  that  has  been. 

Where  are,  then,  my  playmates  fled. 
That  once  sported  on  yon  green  ? 

Still  the  school-rpom  gable  bends 
O’er  that  little  quite  pool ; 

But  I  miss  my  youthful  friends,  : 
Friends  at  that  village  school! 

Far  in  distant  lands  some  roam. 

And  some  upon  the  sea ; 

Now  I’ve  sought  my  native  home, 

I  find  all  are  strange  to  me. 

Oh !  how  little  tiin©  hps  wreck’d 
My  home  of  life’s  young  tide, 

Tho’  my  spirit’s  flow  is  checked, 

And  my  heart  has  lost  its  pride ! 


Time  has  not  been  kind  to  me ; 

I  feel  what  J  have  been^ 

Since  I  trod  so  gaily  free, 

A  boy  on  that  village  greeni  i 

To  rest  in  yon  churchyard  alone, 

Is  my  first  and  fond  wish  now, 
With  no  name  to  mark  the  stotte 
That  covers  my  cpld  brow, 

Oh !  my  life  has  been  a  dream,  ' 

A  visioii  faintly  seen ; 

Ye^ven  now  I  happy  seem 

\^en  on  that  dear  village  green  \ 


the  RUSHLiaHT. 


O !  SCORN  me  not  as  a  fa^omless  thing^^^ 
N|or  turn ,  with  jCpptempt  from  the 
song  I  sing : 

’Tis  true,  I  am  not  suffer’d  to  be 
On  the  ringing  board  of  wassail 

,  gleefr  , 

My  pallid  gleam  miisf  never  fall 
In  the  gay  saloon  or  lordly  hall ; 
But  many  a  tale  does  the  rushlight 
know 

di  secret  sorrow  and  lonely  woe. 


I’m  found  i^the  plpsely  engin’d  room, 
Where  a  stillness  reigns  that  breathes 
ofthetomj^ 

Where  the  breaking  heait  and  heavy; 
eye 

Are  waiting  to  see  a  lov*d  one  die — 
Where  the  doting  child  with  noiseless  , 
tread 

Steals  warily  to  the  mother’s  bed ; — 
I’m  wildly  snatch’d,  and  niy  glimmer- 

iagray. . 

Shows  a  glazing  eye  and;  stifTning 
clay;  '  ..  ^  ^ 


I  am  the  light  theit' quivt^ng  flits 
In  the- joyless  home  -where  the  fond 
•wife  sits, 

Wafting  :t:he  one  that  flies  his  hearth, 
For«  the  gambler’s  dice  and  dxun^ard^s 
r,  mirth:  ■  i 

She  mournfully  trima  my  slaader  wick, 


As  she  sees  me  fading  and  irasting 
quick'; 

And  many  a  timehasmyapark  expir’d, 

And  left  her  still  the  weepiqg  and 
tir’d. 

Manjr  a  lesson  the  bosom  learns  ^ 

Of  hapless  grief  while  the  rushlight 
burns; 

Many  a  scene  unfolds  to  me 

That  the  heart  of  mercy  would  bleed 
to  see. 

Then  scorn  me  not  as  a  fameless 
thing, 

Nor  turn  me  with  contempt  from  the 
song  I  sing:  '  „ 

But,  smile  as  you  will,  or  scorn  as 
you  may, 

'There’s  naught  hut  truth  to  be  found 
in  my  lay. 


some' unto  you  belongs,?-:, 
declare  you  should  not  touch  me 
with  d  nair  of  tongs.’ 

Win  you,  will  you  P  &C.  « 

What  handsome  wings  you’ve  got,’ 
said  the  spider  to  the  fly;— 
If  I  had  Such  a  pair,  I  in  the  air 
would  fly! —  "ot 


■Tis  useless  all  my  wishing,  and  otily 
idle  talk ;  " ■ 

You  can  fly  up  in  the  air,  while .  I’m 
obliged  to  walk. :  <1 

Will  yon,  will  you  ?  &cj  . 

‘  For  the  last  time  now  i  ask  you, 
will  you  walk  in  pretty  fly  ?’ 

‘No,  if  I  do,  may  I  be  shot— I’m*  off, 
so  now  good  by.’  ^ 

Then  up  he  springs— but  both  his 
wings  were  in  the  web  caughtfast ; 

The  spider  laugh’d,  ‘  Ha,  ha !  my  boy, 
’  :'I’ve  caught  you  safe  at  last. 
Will  you,  will  you  ?  &o. 

'And  pray  how.' are  yomnowP’  said 
the  spider  to  the  fly,—  , 

‘You  fools  wfll  never  wisdom  get; 

V  unless  yhu  deafly  buy; 

’Tis  vanity  that  ever  makes  repent¬ 
ance  come’ too  late. 

And  you, who  into  cobwebs  run  sure¬ 
ly  deserve  you  fate.’  ‘ 
Will  you,  will  you  ?  &c. 


THE  SPIDER  AND  THE  FLY, 


‘  Will  you  walk  into  my  parlour  ?’ 

said  a  spider  to  a  fly, 

‘  ’Tis  the  prettiest  little  parlour  that 
ever  you  did  spy ;  ' ' 

You’ve  only  got  t9  pop  your  head 
withi^  side  of  the  dcbf; '  _ 
You’ll  see  so  many  curioUs  things 
you  never  saw  before ! 

Will  you,  will  you,  will  you,  will  you. 


STiveet  kiss  ?’ 


‘  Will  you  grapt  me  one 

said  the  spider  to  the  fly,- 
To  taste  your  charming  lips,  F 
curiosity.’ 

Said  the  fly,  ‘  If  once  opr  lips  didn 
a  wager  I  would  lay,  . 


WOODMAN,  SPARE  THAT 
'  TREE.' 

Woodman,  spare  that  tree, — • 
Touch  not  a  single  bough;— 

In  youth  it  shelter  d  me. 

And  I’ll  protect  it  now. 

’Twas  my  forefather’s  hand  /  ’ 
That  plac’d  it  near -his rcot;-^ 
There,  woodman,  let  it  stand, — 
Thy  axe  'shsdl  harm  it  not. 

That  old  familiar  tree,  ;  ' 

Whose  glory  and  renown 


.  '  Will  you,  will  you  ?  &c. 

If  you  won’t  kiss,  will  you  shake 
hands  ?’  said  the  spider  to  the  fly. 
Before  you  leave  me  to  myself,  to 

_  '  __L  : _ ;i  j.,..  ..'..k  9’ 


F 


5 


An^  spread  o’er  land  tand  sea, —  i! 

Ah !  wouldst  thou  hack  it  down  ? 
Woodman,  forebear  thy  stroke— 

Cut  not  its  earth4K>und  ties ; 

O !  spare  tbkt  ^^d  oak, 

Now  tow’rihg  to  the  skies  !  >  ‘ 

When  but  an  idle  boy, 

1  aoaght  its  fateful  shade, 
In'aU’their  guying  joy ; 

Hare,  too,  my  sister  play’d^ — 

My  mother  kiss’d  me  here — 

^  My  father  press’d  my  hand;— 
[Forgive  this  foolish  tear^  , 

But  let  that  old  oak  stand. 

My  heart-strings  round  thee  eling. 
Close  as  thy  bark,  old  friend! 
•Hare  shall  the  wild  burd  sing. 

And  still  thy  branches  bend. 

Old  tree!  the  storm  stiU brave! 

And,  woodman,  leave*  the  spot ; 
While  I’ve  a  hatid  to  save; 

Thy  axe  shall  harm  it  not! 

•  ' '  ’i'  -  ■  ^  ■  ' '■ 

LITTLE  FOOLS  AND  GREAT 
ONES. 

Wbbh  at.the  social  bpaid  you  sit. 
And  pass  around  the  wine, 
RememW,  though  ab^e  is  vile. 
That  use  may  be  diyhie  j  :  . 

That  Heav’n  in  kindness  give ,  the 
: grape,, * 

!  To  cheer  ,  both  great  and  smaU— 
That  little  fools  would  dnpk  too  much. 
But  great  Ques  not  at  alL 

And  when  in  youth’s  too  fleeting  hours , 
You  roam  the  earth  alone. 

And  have  not  Sought  some;  lovirig 
heart,  i 

That  you  may  make  yow  own. — 
ReinemW  womam’s  priceless  worth. 
And  think,  when  pleasures  pall. 
That  little  fools  will  love  too  much, 

. ;  r  And  great  pues  not  at  all.  ^ 

And  if  a  friend  depdi^d  you  once,  ‘ 
Absolve  poor  human  kind,— 

Nor  rail  against  ypur  fellow  man. 
With  malice  in  your  mind ; 
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But,  in  your  daily  intercourse. 
Remember,  lest  you  fall,  .  , 

That  Utde  fools  confide  too-mueh. 
And  great  ones  not  at  all.  . 

In  work  or  pleasure,  love  or  drink. 
Your  rule  be  stiUi  the  same  ; — 
Your  work  not  toil,  your  pleasures 
puW,  i’ 

Your  lote  a  steady  flame; 

Your  drink  not  madd’niug,  but  to 
<he«-tr  , 

So  shallyour  bliss  not  pall : 

For  little  fools  onjpy  too.  much. 

But  great  ones  not  at  all.  , 


THE  HAPPY  DAYS  OF  CHI^D- 
.fiOOD. 

I'ye  wander’d  oft  in  chfldhood. 

With  pla3^ates  blithe  and  gay. 
O’er  flow’ry  field  and  meadow. 

And  gather’d  sweets  of  May  ;— 
We’ve  sp(ni;ed  ’neiath  the  elm  tree 
That  grew  beside  our  dot!; — 

O !  the  happy  days  of  childhood 
Can  never  be  fofgou  ” 

How  well  I  can  reB^mber 
The  sports  we  ns^  to  play« — 

So  dear  are  they  to  memory,  , 

It  seems  but  yesterday ; 

And  oft  I  sport,  in  ffmoy, 

Within  the  self-some.spot; — 

O !  the  happy  daya  .of  childhood 
Can  never  be  forgot. 

And  oftt^mes.  In  niy  ilulhber, 
.Methinks  that  l  am  hekr 
Those  ever  fpttd  beloV'd 'One?, 

In  chfldhpod’s  home  so  dear ; 

But,  waking  from  that  slumbfef. 
How  chaUg’ff  f‘iShd  my  lot;— 

O !  theiihppy  days  of  childhood  ‘ 
Can  never  be  fotgot. 

Then  bless  the  steps  of  childhood, 
And  lot  their  sports  be  gay, 

..Jhat  they,  at  least  in  memory,  ^ 
May.  live  tp  hies?  the  day  _ 
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When  they  versi  Uitbe  md  happy,  I 
In  palace  br  in  cot^-^v.^v  . 

0 !  theihappy  days  of  ddldhood 
Can  never  be  forgot;  '  , 

,  1  .  ••!  ■■  ■!(;  to 

MY  VAltlokr 

•  ■  •  .*  til  ■■  V.V. a  '.'i  y  ■  *' : 

My  own,  n^y  true-loved  tMarion, 

No  wreaw'fot^  thee  I’ll -hying; 

No  somna^gathered  roses  Mr, 

Nor  snow-drops  of  thw  spring. 

O !  theiib:t^6uld‘l$iii6kly  fhde)jfor  soon 
The!  btightest  flowers  depart  : 

A  wreath  qneredasting^wilH' give — 

A  garland  of  the  heart !  ' 

( 

My ‘own,  iny  troe-Ioyed’ Marion! 

Thy  mom  of’Kfe  vras  gay. 

Like  enni^.  Stream  that  gently  flows , 
Along  ita, lovely  way,!  ' 

And  now,  when  in  thy  pride,  of  noon 
I  mark  Ihee,  blooming;  fair ;  • 

Be  peace  and  joy  still)  o’er  thy  path. 
And  sunshine  ever  rixere !  > 

[f ,  '  '  i  t  ■ 

My  own,  my  gentle  Marion!  ir;' 

Though  this,  a  world  of  woe. 
There’s  many^gblden  tint  that  faHs,' 
To  gild  the  road  W6  go !”  ' 

And  in  this  chequered-  vale,  to  me 
A  light  hath  round  me  shone,’ 
Since  thou  cata’st  front  thinte  ffigh- 
land  home,  '  - 

In  days  long  past  and  gone !  ^ 

My  own,  my  true-loved  Marion ! ,  ^ 
Cold,  cold  this  heart  shaU  bej  ‘ 
When  I  shall  cease  to  love  thed  still, 
To.  cheer  and  cherish  thee ! 

Like  ivy  round  the  withered  oak. 
Though  rii  thin^  else  deCay, 

My  love  for  thee  shril  atitl  be  green 
And  will  not  fadd  away.  , 


JOHNNY  SANDS.  ; 

>■< ; 

A  MAN  whose  name  was  Johnhy  Sands 
Had  married  Betty  Hagtie, 


And  though  she-  brouj^t  him  gold 
and  lands,  ...  . 

She  proved  a  terrible  plague ; 

For  oh !-  she  wafa  a  sooldmg  wife, 

/  Full  of  caprice!  and  whim ; 

He  said -that  hci  was  tired  of  life. 

And  she  WM  tired  of  him. 

Says  he,  ^‘  Thenl  will  drown  my^elf—- 
The  river  rans  below ’’  _ 

Says  she,  “‘Fray  dd,  you  silly  elf,‘ 

I  wish’d  it  long,  ago.”  '*  ' 

Says  be,  “  U^h  the  brink  I’ll  dthud, 
Do  you  run  down  the  hill. 

And  push  ine  in  'tirith  all  yoUr  might.” 
Says  she4.  “  My  love,  I  wilL” 

“  For  fe^r  that  d  fhouldoourage  lack, 
And  >try  ^  save  my  life. 

Pray  tie  my)  hands  behind  my  back.” 

“  I  wiU,”(  replied  his  wife. 

She  tied  them  es  you  may  think. 
And  when  aeourely  done,  j; 

“Now  stand,” she  says,  “upon  the 
brink,-', ,  :  v  r  .  i  > 

And  I’ll  prepare  tp  run. 

All  dbWn  the  hill  his  loving  bride 
Now  ran'  with  all  her  forqe, 

To  push  him-  ihMae  stepped,  aside. 
And  sb^fefl  in  of  course. 

Now  splaahidgi  dashing,  like  a  fish, 

“  Oh,  save  me,  Johnny^Sands.” 

“  I  'can’t,’tey  dear,  thoi;^h  much  I 
wish,'*-  ' 

I  For  you  have  tied  my -hands.” 


i;he  world  is  on  the  moVe. 

The  world  is  on  the  move. 

Look  about,  look  about ; 

There  is  ihuch  wC  may  improve. 

Do  not  doubt,, -do  not-  doubt ; 

And,  fo!f  all  Who  UndetStmid,. 

May  Im  heard,  throughout  the  land, 
A  warning  voice  at  hand. 

Ringing  out,^  ringing  out 

Though  gloomy  hearts  dmpond, 

At  the  sky,  at  the  sky,  * 
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There’%  a  ayn  to  ahin«  beyond, 
By  and  by,  by  and  by. 

Ere.  tbe  Teaael  tnat  ve.  urge 


Shall  beneath  the  surface  merge, 
A  beacon  on  the  verge 


Shall  be  nigh,  shall  be 

St^  by  step,  the  longest  march 
Can  be  done,  can  be  done ;  , 

Single  stones  vf^ll  form  ^h  arch. 

One  by  one,  one  by  qne :  ^  is 
And,  with  union,  what  we  wiU 
Can  be  all  accomplish’d  still,— 
Drops  of  water  turn  a  mill, 

-Singly,  none !  singly,  none ! 

Brag  and  bluster  float  as  froth,, 

C?er  the  wave,  o’er  the  vave; 

Gory  treason,  worse  than  both. 

Fools  may  rave,  fools  may  rave; 
But  the  honest  hands  thht  hnk, ' 
With  the  solemn  heads  that  think. 
And  for  pikes  use  pen  and  ink. 

Are  the  brave,  are  the  brave ! 

Let  us  onward,  then,  for  Bight,-^ 
Nothing  more,  noliung  more ; 

And  let  Justice  be  the  might 
We  adorer  we  adore. 

Build  no  hopes  upon  to  stand ; 

For  a  People  hand  in  hand 
Can  make  this  a  better  land 
.  Than  befbre,  than  before.  > 

Our  country  bless’d  whjh  tdV— 
'(Look  around,  lOok  around ; 
No-tyrabmyi  Ivor  bloodshed 
Here  is  ipund,  here  is  found  ; 

So,  with  heart  and  voice  we’ll  cheer. 
The  Queen  •fre  lovb  so  dear  t  ‘  ' 

Let  her  i^ign  in  peaice,  not  fear 
Frbhi  thd&e  krbund,  thOsO  around. 


M  THE  RISING  SUN* 

rooky  Scliffj  stood,, 

And  the  ocean  wash’d  its  b 
A  jprom^ot  bpi|4  tmd  good 
The  faithful  eye  could  tract 


Not  a  cloud  obscur’d  the  tkyt , 

The  dawn  was  bright  and  ikir ; 
Nature,  slumbering  seem’d  to  lie 
Unruffled  by  the  air. 

In  the  east  the  rising  sun 
Display’d  his  golden  crest; 

His  daily  race  he  had  begun 
Tward  the  glowing  west. 

O’er  the  waters  of  the  deep 
His  glitt’ring  rays  he  shed. 

While  the  sparUing  billows  leap 
From  out  their  hquid  bed. 

See  wliere  bright  Aurora  twines 
Her  tresses  round  her  brow. 

As  the  rugged  lofty  pines 
With  admiratiou  bow : 

Dewy  mists,  in  sportive  play. 

Their  glitt’ring  veils  unfold ; 

Like  happy  spirits,  flee  a^y 
In  tints  of  molten  gold. 

Gentle  zeph;prs'  piot  around. 

And  murm’rihg  surges  meet. 
Blending  their  notes  mSound 
In  music  wild,  and  sweet. 

How  the  grateful  bosom  bums 
With  wonder  and  with  love. 

As  the  soul  in  rapture  tiurns  , 

To  brighter  scenes  above. 

OLD  EI^bIJSH  HOSPITALITY. 

Old  English  Hospitality! 

There’s  something  in  that  sound 
Still  dearer  to  ev’ry  native  heart 
Within.  Old  Bhgland  found ! 

Tho’  idaasure  vait  at  fortune’s  call. 
The  poor  may  claim  their  part ; 
For  there’s  a  wealth  more  dear  than 
all. 

The  riches  of  the  heart! 

Oh!  the 'honest  wel6ome,  frank  and 
free. 

Which  marks  the  lib’ral  hand ! 

The  brave  old  Hospitality 
That  charms  our  native  land  !  . 
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Old  English  Hosjjitklity !  ' 

On  ev’ry  shore  is  heard, 

Far  as  our  flag  hath  s\^eept  the  sea, 
Each  long  familiar  ■wordi-'  • 

The  chieftain  in  his  mountain  home. 
The  peer  in  his  halls  of  state : 
Where’er  the  foot  of  a  man  may  roam. 
Though  but  the  Cotter’s  gate. 

Still  lives  that  charm  they  ne’er  for¬ 
get,  '  “  ■  - 

From  age  to  age  the  same ; 

Old  customs,  that  keep  holy  yet 
The  light  of  Ehgland’s  fame! 

Let  Florence  vaunt  each  classiedirine, 
Greece  eing  of  glories  fled. 

Old  England  with  a  grace  divine 
Still  lifts  her  stately  head ! 

For  she  hath  treasure  yeit  untold, 

A  triumph  ever  near,  i 
Whilst  roundt:her,  in  heroic  mould. 
Her  generfahs  sons  appear ! 

Then  fill  the  golbet  high,  ye  free. 
And  cheer  whilst  round  ye  stand ; 
Here’s  English  Hospitality  ! 

God  bless  the  lib’ral  hand  t 


THE  SOLPIER’S  WIFE. 

The  battle  sttife  was  over,’ 

And  silence  reign’d  'around,  ' 

Save  when  some  martial  rover 
Patrpll’d,Jtiie  porso-strewu  ground, 
Yet  warid’ring  o’er  that  gOiy  plain. 
One  sought  her. lord  amidst  the  slain ; 
His  duty  call’d  him  to  the  frav>  ,  • 
Thefi  peace  and  hope  lost  sue. 
And,  ’hiidst  the  hoarrors  of  the  day. 
His  spirit  Sought  the  free.  ■ 
He  slept !  He  slept,  in  tjtiiet  uith  the 
dead!  ;  'i  < 

She  found  him  calmly  resting. 

As  in  a  happy  dresyn ; 

She  felt  as  she  was  orqt^ting 
The  battle’s  fiercest  stream : 

Then  wildly  round  his  form  she  clupg. 
While  windsamourhfulrequijem  sang; 
And  mis’ry  breath’d  in  every  tone 
That  bade  her  spirit  bow ; 


She  felt  that  she  was  left  alone,  ^ 
To  tread  a  desert  now ! 

He  slept !  he  slept,  and  she  embrac’d 
the  dead  !  ’  ' ' 

'  ■  ’  i  )  , 

The  mommg  saw  her  bending, 

In  fondness,  though  in  pain ; — 
Her  lease  of  life  was  ending. 

Her  heart’s  affections  slain. 

With  one  sad' sigh  het‘ spirit  fied; 
The  wife,  the  husband, ‘both  were 
dead! 

A  grassy  mound  upon  that  plain. 
Beneath  a  pine-tree’s  bough,  •  _ 
Marks  where  war’s  victims  met  again. 
And  where  they  slumber  now ! 
They  rest,  they  rest,  in  peace  amongst 
the  dead !  ’ 


THE  SLAVE  AUCTION. 

Hark  !  ’midst  the  roar  of  an  eager 
crowd,  'i 

For  one  dark  purpose  blending. 
The-  cry  bf  a  helpless  multiti^e 
Is  thence  in  pray’r  ascending; 

And  negro  forms  are  gather’d  round, 
Their  cheeks  with  hot  tears  stream- 
ing. 

Their  limbs  in  iron  shackles  bound. 
Their  minds  as  fetter’d  seeming, 

‘  O !  give  us  back  our  ‘Bights,’  they 
pray, 

*  That  man  fieom  man  has  riven,  s 

That  Freedom  which. is  your’s  to-day. 
Our  Birthright,.heldu:om  Heaveuli 
'  .  .  . 

The  sale  is  on-— and  men  begin 
To  sell  their  fellow  creatures; 

Yet  he  who  made  the  whiterjskin 
‘Made  those  with  darker  features. 

A  premium  on  the  stout  and  strong, 
A  tax  on  bone  and  sinew ; 

.p  !  men  with  human  kearts;  how  long 
Shall  this  foul  trade  continue ! 

‘  O !  give  uB'baCk  obif  m^hllts,’"  4l£c. 

A  child  is  from  its  mothjer  t0^,~,‘ 
Hark !  hear  that  shriek  disttessing ! 


A  helpless  eirMs  left  to  moutfi 
A  parent  i  liighllf  blessing. 
Another! — and' the  tend’rest  ties 
Of  life  are  rent  asunder 
Hath  Hea'r^nj  in  echo  to  those  cries, 
No  crime-avenging  thunder  P 
*0!  give  us  back  our  Rights,’  &c. 

The  sale  proceedsB— a  loving  wife 
They  from  her  husband  sever ; 
But^’ere  the  bargain’s  seal’d,  a  l^ife 
Annuls  the  bond  for  ever 
The  mahj.self-slaughter’d,  yields  his 
brpath-r 

The  utife  die#  broken-hearted! 

Far  happier  to  be  join’d  in;  death,  ,  ’ ; 
Then'ooth  in  slav’ry  parted. 

*  O !  ^ve  u#  back  our  Rights,’  &C; 

•  Who  bids,’  none  care — the  shrieks 
aredrown’d 

Beneath  the  auction’s  clamour ; 
They  reach  not  those  who  hear  no 
sound 

Beyond  the  salesman’s  hammer ; 
Still  louder  grows  the  din  around,  I 
The  biddings  follow  faster, 

ISll  eVry^slave  at  last  has  found 
A  tyrant,  call’d  a  master. 

‘  O !  give  us  back  our  Rights,’  &c. 

01,  Ibbus  hope  the  day  is  near, 

.  'Ehe  daMrn  of  brighter  ages. 

When  slaves  and  slav’rs  shall  appear 
But  names  in-hisl^ry’s  pages ! 
'ThatrUian  ’gainst  man  may  ne’er  com¬ 
bine. 

In.  this  inhuman  manner, 

And  ev’ry  star  shall  brighter  shine 
Upon  the  spangled  banner ! 

Yes,  let  us  hope  that  what  we  pray 
To  us  may  soon  bo  given; 

When  all  nfen  shall  be  free  as  dav. 
That,  freely  flows  firom  Paayen  L  r 


'  liESS  THAN  A  MAN. 

WoTEN  is  a  man  less  than  a  manP' 
^^en  he -leads  or  drive  his  friend# 


To  danger;.’fbr--his  selflsH  ends,  j!  •' 
And  leaves  tfleih  In  tha-evil  day, 

To  stand  or  fall  as  best ’they  may  ; 
Hmn  isaman  less  than  a'^mau^  !  < 
Then  we  pity  him/’ihen' we  itiiy  hinf;- 
TheB:we  p%  hun  all  we ^an. ' 

13  jiii  W 

When  is  a  man  less  than  a  man  P 
Whenhemakesavowhe,fails.to  l^eep; 
When  without  sowing  he  w6iU4  ;^P ; 
When  1)^  would  borrow,  beg,  (fr  St^r 
Sooner  thmi  work  for  ^  an 

meal; —  •  j 

Then  is  a  m^  less  ^0°  e  1 
Then  we  pity  bhn  all  we  can. 

When  is  a  m^  less  thhn  a  nmn  ?  ^  , 
Wheh,^  by  misfortune  j  stri(freu  'dgrWii 
He  whines  andnitaudles  thrbvi^h'the 
town, 

But^netet' lifts  his  stxohg  ri|4^t'arm  ’ 
To  save  himself  from  farther  harm';— 
Then  is  a  man^  less  than  «  man’; 

Then  we  pity  hipa  wO‘oan^  -- 

. :  ■I'rcroo  tvcrd  ;il 

When  is  a  man  leas  jtsian  a  man  Pr  -  a  k 
When  acta.^eroevei?d’s.pa^)T 
W^n  be  befrayae.  woman’s.  bearte^I 
And  scorns,  illusesr  and  dece|yeai<'/ 
'The  love  that  lingers  and  believes ; — 

1  Then  is  a  man  less  than  a  map;  p 
i  Then’ we  pily-fitin  all  W’S  nani  :  ^ 

'  When  is  a  ifltm  less  than  a  man  P. 
When  he  tsdtes  delight  in  t  tatting 
strife;  ’-f 

When  he  yMuesbonour  less  frnt/n  Bfe^ 
Whenbe  insults'a  ihlinn  foe^  b.-« 

Or  at  a  woman  aims  a  blow>*ii*  ha  .4 
Then  is  a  man  less  than  a  man;  ’ 
Then  we  pity  him  all  we  can. 

>'Vi  ’  ,  ■  ■  ■  'J;  t 

THERE'S  A  GOOP  TIME  COM- 
.  .,j;  INQ.  ■  :?  r.;., . 

There’s  a  good  ie  coming,  boys,' 
A  goodi^e  coming':  ^ 

We  may  not  live  to  see  the  day^'^-  •  •  t 
Bt^  Oarth  ehall  glisten  to  timtrky 
Of  the  good  time  ebming  t  -ci^  d  • 
Cannon  balls  may  iiid  the  truth. 
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But  thflttght!*  fc  .w«t>on<ilt^ger} » 
Wa’ltivukjoW;  b«it«e*by  ite.«id|-r- 
Wt^ii  *‘littlei  longer^;  Ufit  bn  ;:  o. 

Th9i»^»!ft  goodrtiins  ooQU«g»iboy8i 
A  giio4  tho®  ooniin^i'Ai  i.*;  - ' 

^ere’ta  good  time  i(iclniUlg,boye  ;-4 
Wait  a  little  longer.  ” 

Sn«f;;  b  hsvij  aem  n  a  nvJ  V< 

lll^re^S  a  gabd'tffiil 
•  A^gbod^nii  cibniingi*^"-  - '  • '  ' 


The'pi^  shiiu'  lili^bV^eab“ffie.^brd, 
And  ngbti  libii  iS^t,  be  the 
lord,  .  ^ ;  , 

.  In ’thb  good 'time  co^ng.''/;,  ■  . 

Worth,  nOtdjMh,  fibVt’ftrdlem^^ 
Andies  ^c]^owMg’d,#^nger  ; 


There’®  a  good  time  coming,  boya, 

A  good  time  coming; 

Little  children  shall  not  toil;  ■, 
Under  or  above  the  s^pil, 

In  the  good  time  coming  - 
'  But  shall  play  in  healthful  fields. 

Till  limbs  and  mind:  grow, atronger ; 

■  And  every  one  shallread  and  write ; — 
Wait  a  little  loi^r. 

[There’s  a  good  time  coming,  boys,  ■ ' 
’  A  good  time  coming  ft'  ,  ' 

t  The  people  shall  be  temperate,  ’  > 
Abhpr  what  may  intoxicmt^*-^ 

In  the  good  time  coming.  '  • 

They*  alndl  use  and  not  abus^i 
.  And  make  all  virtue  stronger ;  ^ 
Thfe  reformation  hiaa  begun ; —  * ' 
Wait  a  little 'longer.] 


There’sn  good  time  ooming,  boys;,:;  ' 
-  A  good  time  cemiAg.;;  :i  :<ii  -  vi;. 
War  m  all  men’s  eyea  d«dl  be^  -.i ; 
A  monster  of  inigni^.I  i 

In  the  good  time  coming. ,  . 
NatiWftinll  Wikrtfelthen,  > 

To  'ityrdire  !wMeh>id 

Nor^dataghtCftaen'fSKgldi^’gS^fej-^ 
WaStfa  Uttle  longMi!' 

.  .  V  ■  ,  !  i‘'  i'  8‘t'3>frul  jBIiJ  9701  9: 

^  ,,  .  .  K?.9i  ''v-j  '  i 

There'’s  a  g?o4t»«»e^P9PW}?»  1 

A  good  time  coming : '  ' 
Hatmvdfidvalrten  ofiCreedn  b  >\  na.' 
^htU  not>hiake  .their,,mtntyori  bleed; ' 

In  the  good  time  comin^i  jj: 
BeBg^cNii  shalltbershbrnuel^cidev’cr’ 
And  flourish  idl  t^istnehger;;- 
And  ^arityi^all  trim  her  lampt — 
Wait  ailittledbnger.  a*  r,  .i  noai 

M  aijo  vJ’-.i  ov;  no 


’There’s  ftfipqd  time  coming,  boys, 

'  'A^^ood  time  'bobilng  p  ’  ^  f  ^  a  * 
And  a  poor  man’®  fahiily 
Shall  not  be  hk  wtfiefyiqti  ii  ?:'tj -  h  ; 

In  the  good^tame'Wmmgioojj  > 
Every;  child  shw  -be  a  h^jh  7^  -  ’  V 
rTo  inahe  his  right  aj!m.l»hiPnsi9<$: 
The  h{mpimr.hc-th9  mppBihftvjliasjr^'' 
;I  Wu4  a  little  longer*  /  - 1  '* 


,i!;  -i-’i.  ’■  a- 

There’s  a  good  time jcoming,  boys, 

A  good  time  coming :  ■ 

Let  na  did  it  aU  we  can,  >  "  ■  m 

Every  woman,  every  man, 

Tbe  good  lime  coming.  ^ 

SmsBest  hdgs,  if  rightly  given, 
Make  the  impnlse  stronger :  i 
’Twilhbe  strong  enough'  one  day  ;■*■*  L 
Wait  a  little  longer^  >  '  a- 


THE  NIGHTIN'CtALE’S  SOKG  ' 
TO  THE  SICK  AND  WOUNDED. 

•.■fc''"  ■  i’,  '■  ' 

Ope  the  wihdov,  iCt  the  dir'  ■ '  * 

*  Fan  the  fauitiiig  sbldife^sbrbvrj'*  * 
Never  droop,  then,  in  despair , 
Gloomy  prospects  bnghten  n’b*^. 
Courage,  brave  hearts  !  you  shall  Hot 
suffer  long—.  >ai 

Listen,  oh  list,  list  td  the  ’Nigblto'- 
gald'ssoi^!  , 

/'hi  .-a  •  -  •*■  '  ■  ' 

Sweetly’  walrbBiig  o’dr  the  Billow,'  ^ 
Flies  a  pretty-little- bird— 

Music’s,  (marms  ebaU.  soothe,  your 
■pillow. 

Sweeter  sixains  were  neyer  heandi;^ 
Courage,  brave  hearts,  &c. 
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Hark !  of  goldon  hope  she’s  sittging— 
Warbling  of  cefe#tiai  things, 
Heavei)ty:00n8olation  briil^ng»‘ 
Drojiping  balsam  from  fiW  things/ 
Courage,  brave  h4brts,  dscv 


Home,  and  wife,  and  diitdren  dear, 
In  her  melody  you’ll  find— •  ,  , 

Sorrow  emiles  With  joy  to  hear  » 

Of  the  dear  ones  left  behind. 

And,  though  death  may  raise  his 


-  VH 


dart. 

Still  the  Nightingale’s  sweet  voice 
Gently  cheers  the  sinking  heart, 
Bide^the  ^ting  soul  rejoice. 

List  to  the  Nightingale’s  sbttg! 


Bu^  please ‘the  piga^’f  ibr  thata^^her 
way  of  Bwearing  in.a'passion, 

“  rU'blow  it  jjpii  ana.  hot  «bw  *ft  a 
-  ’^coughinMn  thiafediiooii”  '  I 

.■2ir  n  tjf’f  _ 

‘Wfelljdsown  she  takes  my  imaiteW 
.  hbrti'; 

I  means  his  horn  for  loa^gi 
And  empties  eVry  grain  alive, 

To  set  the  flue  exploding;  t  'i 
«  Lawl^^MisSis^Brown,”  says  ^ 
stares,  ■ "  - ‘*3  ■' 


SKYING  THE  COPPER. 


As  Mister  B  and"  Misteess  B,- '  • 

One  night  were  sitting  down  to 
■  tea,-  ■  ■  ' 

With-todSt  nnd  muffins  hot, 

They  heard  a  loud  -and  sudden 
"  '  •  boUtfcei  ■ 

That  made  the  very  diina  fldunce ; 
They  cbuld  not  at  the  time  pro- 
noiince 

If  they  were  safe  or  shot!- 
Thby  hetM  a  voice  from  below— 
Then  all  was  stffll-^then'  a  ruA  o 
footsteps;—  ^ 

The^doot  open’d,  and  flrst  crush’d 
'  in  ihO  frabtie'Oat; 

Steaming  like  a  brewer’s  vat ; 

•  And  men;  as' white  as  my  cravat. 
Poor  Mary  Anne,  the  servant.  ' 


That  quantum  is  unproper; 

I’m  sartin  sure  it  cannot  t^e  . 

•  A'pbbnd  to  Z* 

“Before  eVet  wu/* whs  hCrtti  says 

“  I  was  used  tb  things' Ehh  tiidsi»,: 
I  shall  put  ft  in'thte  COp^Cifihafe,  ;‘‘' 
To  burn'up  by  dCjpreba.” 

,  -  Joe.  . -jfc.  4 


ztu . 


So,  in  it  goeh,  and  liottite^^O'iahk, 

I  thoi^t  wb  boifi'weiM  bannpnft’ii. 

tJii^flbtdiets  in  a’ftalJtie.  ^ 

Up  gb^lhe'  eoppihr  like  a  hqtdo; 

And  us  on  bac^ ; 

And,  bless  the  tubs!  they  bundle^ 

6S,  : 

And  split  all  into'  cracks. ,  ._ 

Well,'  ^ereT  fainted  right; away, 
And  ruightlWave^been  cUt  shorter, 
ButPrbTOence  was  kin4^^d  bfbhipt 
Me  to  with  scalding 


Mary’s  explanation  Was  as  fbllbWs. 
‘  We  was,  marm,  in  the  washus, 
marm,  . 

A  standing  at  our  tubs,;^  - 
And  Missis  Brown  was  seconding 
What  little  thmgs  I  rubs ; 
“Manr,”  says  she  to  me, “  I  say,” 
And  there  she  stops  for  eoughin , 
“  That  dratted  flue  has  took 
To  smokmg  very  often ; 


‘Ifljrst  ,  , 

And 'sees  her  at  a. 

AU  stiff  and  8%k»  lot^Wng  dead 

s  ..As  aiiYftihfir  m 

i  s  W 


^Aff*80^hid  a^' grimed,  akd  Wo^b 
thw  that, 

I  sees  the  cepper  slajH— 

Right-on  her  headi  for  all  the  world 
Like  a  pefcufssio^  obppeir  t6p/- 


So  I  gives  myself  to* Veramble  up 
f  The  lman  fpr  a  minwto:  vaa  I 


“  iiawks,  sioh  a  shirt !”  soyail*  R  • 


well.  . 

That  mastet^asn’t  in  it.’’  . 


-.1  • 


)'! 
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*  There  •was  bbdies  all  aiid  tom 
h  3A  was  a  Bttghtvmqst  shocking : 

Here  waw  aifegj  knd  there  a  kg— 


Here  was  aifeg*  knd  there  a  kg—  ’ 
I  means,  you  know,  a  stocking. 

Well,  Ircrook^i  her  IHtle^fingers  ap, 
And  crump’d  them,  well;  about. 

And  Imrn^dher'nQSeiWith  feathers. 

As  humfenityi points  out; 

But,  for  aU  as  I  pould  do  ^ 

f'iTo.testore  her-to-mottSihtyi 
'  She  ^dn^t  give  a  sign  of  a'  .  .  . 
Retumtoapnsualityk.i  .i  •!- 

*  A  groan^i^t  f^m  her,  as  shq  lay, 

.  Witha  crfezy  s64  9^  ^  v ' 

A  staring  at  the  washus  roof. 

Laid  open  to,  the  sky ; 

She  heckoh’d  with  her 
So  down  to  her  I  reaches. 

And  put  my  ear  agin  her  mouth, 

To.hear,  her.dyin^jspeaches. 

Well,  mairn^.ypa,  heheye  .it,| 

But  it’s  gospel  Jact  and  ^ 

The  last  words'  that  she  utter dw^> 

«  mere  is  the  p^w^der,  bhie  r  ^ 

lfow‘1  would  strongly  reconwnehd 

That,  on  a  w^hipgl^yfiv  fi  ^ 

Gin-bottle?, fla8hs.aiiipowd^:hnrn8. 

Be  safi^y  8tow’d,a5fay*  r;Va 
^ea"  wasberwonvea^e  aaes  are 

■  ' 'chok’d, t. 

Be  sure  there  8  mischief  brewm  — 
If  they  don’t^ky  your  cppper  m  . 
They’ll  ybur  blue-rdin. 

A  crownW’sJdry'sat  upbn  . 

He'rcdirpsethaVtdf^riteht, 

And  found,  that  Missis  Brawn  had 

BecaiweJ  it^;^Ted  heir^g^t,!’ 

'  “  A  S0n6  fob  ’  A  JiTQBMt 
;  ■  ' NIGHT, f, W-i., 

The  winds  without,  in  4i^»nidnight 
•  'rdnt;  ''  ’‘f  '  ■ 

Howl  through  our  -|'!dft8ement 
drearily!  '  ■ 


But  sweet  is  our  ffiurth,  round  the 
social  hearth. 

When  circles  the  wine  cupnheerily ; 
With  a  heigh  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho  t 
Fill  up  toe  bowl,  and  stir  up  the 
coal,  . 

Make  the  flames  mount  bright  and 
cheerily;  , 

I  We’ve  right  good  cheer,  and  a 
welcome  here,  <'> 

Tho’  the  flerce  winds  whistk.weanly. 
Yet,  amid  our  glee,  perchance 
there  be  . 

Some  near  us  pining  wearily ; 

All  nipp’d  by  the  cold,  some  tra- 
veUer  old,  ' 

May  be  trudging  through  snow 
drifts  drearily ; 

With  a  heigh  ho,  &c. 


Show,  then,  a  Ught  from  our  window 
,  to-night,. 

Let  it  gleam  to  guide  him  cheerily ; 
We’ve  a  chafr  and  a  jug,  ami  a  comer 

snug,  .  Jy„v  ‘  , 

When  he  comes  to  our  door  so 
wearily;  , 

With  a  heigh  ho,  ho>  hp,fro,  ho ! 
Wever  shall  it  be  said  that  we, 
well  fed,  ’ * 

By  our  flreside  sipging  cheerily,  ^ 
Could  forget,  this  night,  toe  bitter 
plight  — 

Pf  the  thousands,  piniijig  weiwily !; 

Oh,  throw  open  the  door,  to  the 
old  and  poor,  1,  f<< 

They  shall  all  be  welcome  cheerdy : 
While  there’s  bite  or  sup  on  our 
hoard  or  cup. 

They  never  shall  pass  by  wearily  j 
With  a  heigh  ho,  &c.  ' 

—  r  -q 

KING  WITLAF’S  pBlNKlNG; 
'  HOKN. 

'  ■  .  ti- 

WlTLAP,-k  kiBg  of  the  Saxons, 

Ere  yet  hk  last  he  breath’d, 

To  the  merry  monks  of  Groyland  *  ' 
His  drinking^om  bequehth  d,^ 


I 
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That,  whenever  they  sat  at  their 

revels,  ,  , 

And  drank  from  the  golden  bowl. 
They  might  remember  the  donor. 

And  brenthe  .a  prayer  for  his  soul. 

So  sat  they  once  at  Christmas, 

And  bnde  the  goblet  pass  i 
In  their  beards  the  red  wine  glistened. 
Like  dew-drops  in  the  grass. 

They  (kank  tp  the  soul  of  Witlaf, 

They  drank  unto  the  Lord,  , 

And  to  each  of  the  twelve  Apostles, 
Who  had  preach’d  his  holy  word. 
And  the  reader  dron’d  from  the 
pulpit,  >  ■ 

Like  the  murmur  bf  many  bees, 

The  legend  of  good  Saint  Guthlac, 
And  Saint  Basil’s  homilies  5 
Till  the  .great  b^l?,  of  the  convent. 
From  their  prison  In  the  tow’r, 
Outhlac  and  Bartholomseus, 
Proclaim’d  th6  midnight  hour. 

And  the  yule-log  crack’d  in  the 
chimney, 

And  the  Abbot  bow’d  his  head, 

And  the  flaipelete  flapp’d  and  flick- 

But  the  Abbpt.was  stark  nn^  dead. 
Yet  still  in  his  pallid  Angers 
He  clutch’d  the  golden  bowl. 

In  which,  like  a  pearl  dissolving, 

Had  sunk  and  dissolv’d  his  soul. 
But  not  for  this  their  rfVels 
The  jovial  monks  forbore,;,, 

]^or  they  cned,  ‘  Fill  high  the  goblet ! 
We  must  drink  to  one  Saint  more !’ 

A  SLAVE  TO  THE  BOTTLE 
■  WILL  NEVER  WED  ME. 

COlITBN'I^Eb'I  live  in  my  auld  minny’s 
cot,  ,  , 

And  peace  is  a  flower  that  I  nurse 
near  the  spot; 

Ofdbnd'true  love  offers  I’ye  had  twa 
or  three” 

But  a  slave  to  the  bottle  vrill  never 
wed  me.  i  .  ■ 


l^e  mayi  ireuse  my  cheeks.  And  the 
'  glance  o’ my  een, 

And  rave  .till  he  .tires  ’'bout  my^sha^i 
and  my  mira ;  r  n 

But  a  maiden  I’ll  ;Uve,:  and  an  huld 
maid  m  dee. 

Ere  a  slave., to  the  bottle  wfll  ever 
wed  me! 

>  .  ,  .Contented^  &CA  ’ 

He  may  say  he  Of es  me^'TyjM’s  m^ 

and  aiaS'l.r 

What  love  can  he  ,  ^e,  when  it’s  a’  in 
the  glass; 

For  house,  wifry  or  >w,ee  anes,  ,heu 
care  ha’  a  flea,— r 

O,  a  slave  to  Ihe  bottle  will  never 
get  me!  ^  ^  . 

O,  he  thinks  it  ho  sin  tp  sit  drinking 
a’nighi';^  ^  ‘ 

To  come  staggermg  haime  in  the  face 
o’  daylight  ;  .  ^  , 

A’  tattered  ahd  battertd,  n0  .v|rbi^  A 
baup'^b,— 

0,  a  slavd  to-  thc'  hottle'^WiU'^  M^ 
get  me.  , , 

Cdiitentcd,  Sec. 

y  [  ,  .  .ih  ,  iO  ■ 

What  a  contrast  he  is  to  the  douce 
''Bobet'man,'  -■'*  ' 

Wha  lives  in  accordance  vH’  nature’s 
first  plab!  ’  ^ 

Wi’  health  on  his  cheek,  and  true 
loveMhis  e’e,-**i 

O,  a  (flaye  to  the  bottle"  will  neier 
'  .  vredme^.^  '  '  ' '/ 

Like  a  lion  to  labour,  be  loups  wi 
thehtfky 

And  whpn'he  comes  hame,  ’twe^  tlw 
rlteht  and  the  dark,  <.i  *  H 
Owre  the^'flelds  und  the  -flowers  i^g 
his  whi^  o’q^ec^: 

O,  a  slave  to  the  bottle  will  never 
,  s';-getine. 

Conteitted,  Sec. 

A  PEiNTKB’b  TDA8t.4-Womanr-* 
the  fAirest  work,  of  creation-«i-the 
edition  being  lelitenshre,  ;l«t  M 

be  without^a  cdpyf:r -it  s'f;  h'ALz  i.  5 


When  he  fini}s>  hu  bit 'biggie'  baith 
canty  and  clean, 

Tl|ieh:'he:niBke8  his  ftiir  vifb  as>  proud 
as  a  queen ;  .  '  ■  f 

Cracks  his  thumbs'to  the  wee  laughin’ 
tot  on  his  knee, 

a  ^ye  to  the’ bottle  will  never 
wed  me. 

Now  ilk  li^e  wha  langs  to  be  ca’d  a 
guidwife, 

Let  a  duUee  sobWr  chiel  be  your  paft- 
,ner  through  life  '; 

E’en’  take  my‘  advice,  'tis  the  best  I 
can  gi’e, — 

Fdt  a  slave  to  the  bottle  wiir  never 
wed  me7'-'‘ 

^  ’  '  "  Contented,  &c. 

O!  WHEN  I  BREATH’D  A 
5^  -r  i  .DAST  ADIEU. 

?'  |.r  VF^Elf  I  bi;eath’d  a  last  adieq 
o' Era’s  vales  and  mopntain’s  blue, 
THiere^UUrs^’d  ,^  hope', ^  my  moments 
flew. 

In  life’s  undp^ed  spring ; 

Though  on  the  breezy  deck  reclin’d,^ 
I  listen’d  to  the  rising  wind,,  n  t 
'What  fetters  could  resign  the 

•V  .,..mind'' 

That  rov’d  on  Fanoy’s  wing  ? 

■  ■  -.'i  j  ^  '  ..leuii.'  ■ '  !  .'.u,'  .  ■ 

She  bore  me  to  the  woodbine  bow’r, 
Whierelbft  Inasa’d  the  twilight,  hour, 
When  first  I  felt  love’s  ,  thrilling 
IT  poVr,  ! 

From  Kathleen’s  beaming  eye : 
Again  I  watch’4  her  flushing  breast, 
Her  honey’d!  lip  ^ain  was  press’d ; 
dl^n,  by  sweet  confessions  bless’d, 

I  drank  each  melting  sigh.. 

Dost  thou,  Kathleen,  my  loss  de- 
.  {dose,  .  . ' 

And,  lone  on  Erin’s  emerald  shore, 
In  meixKny  trace  the  love  I  bore  P 
)'  Oti  all  our  transports  dwell  P. 

Gaml  fbrgi^  theJaw  day 

That  call’d  me  from  thy  arms  away. 


When  naught  was  left  me  but  to  say 
‘  Farewell,  my  love — farewell !’ 

■  T, 

BANNQCKS  6’  BAittEV-MEALl 

i-;  •  V" 

Argyle  is  my  name,  and  you  may 
4  think  it  strange, 

To  live  at  a  court,  yet.  never  to 
change : 

To  faction  or  tyranny  equally  foe. 
The  good  of  the  land’s  the  sdlb  motive 
:  *  I  know.  ’ 

The  foes  of  my  country  and  king  I 
have  fac’d ; 

In  city  or  battle  I  ne’er  was  dis¬ 
grac’d;  ‘  ' 

I’ve  done  what  I  could  for  my  coun¬ 
try’s  weal; 

Now  Fll  feast  upon  bannocks  o’  bar^^ 
ley-meal.  ' 

Ye  riots  and  revels  of  London^  adieu ! 
And  folly,  ye  foplings,  I  leave  her  to 
your 

For  Scotland,  I  minj^ed  in  bustle 
and  strife; 

For  myself,  I  seek  peaiee,  and  an 
innocent  life.  . 

I’ll  haste  to  the  Highlands,  and  visit 
each  scene 

With  Maggie,  my  love,  in  her  rock- 
ley  b’ green; 

On  the  banks  of  Glenary  what  plea¬ 
sure  111  feel, 

While  she  shares  my  bahnobk  '  o’ 
barley-meal!  ’  f 

And  if  it  chance  Maggie  should  bring 
•  '  me  a  son,  ' 

He  shall  fight  for  his  . as;  his 

father  has  done ;  " 

I’ll  hang  Up  my  sworil  with  an  old) 
soldier’s  pride —  , 

0 !  may  he  be  worthy  to  wearit .  oil 
his  side. 

I  pant  for  the  breeze  of  myJovfd 
native  place;  i.i 

I  long  for  the  smile  of  eaoh.weleam-' 
ingfac.e;  .  ,  >  iw 
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rU  affiito  the  i  Highlands  as  fast’s  1 1  When  he  goes  by, -^dsUhdlmd  stare 


.  can  reel, 

And  feast  upoti  bannocks  o’  baiieyv' 
.  '  meal. 

'  .  . :>rj  ,  *  ^ . 4.-  ' \  t  i 

WINTER.  « 

■i  n;  h'-  ?'  I 

Olb  , winter  is  the  main  for  me. 
Stout-hearted,  sound,  and  steady ; 
Steel  neiwQS  and  bones  of  braiss  hath 
he; 

Come  show^^  come  blow;  he’s  ready ; 

If,  ey^r  fnan  was  wpll,  ’tis  he ;  • .  ; 

.  H^-j^^eps  no^  in  his  chamber, 

A _ 3 _ X  J* _ _ _ 1  .I  1  •  t* 


And  cannot,  choose  but  shiver. 

•  : .  '.t •  J  mi:-' 

HEN  ¥E  NOT,  IiIY  BLITHESOME 
'  BAIRNS.' 


j  TMt^^wandM’d.frae.  his  me^Amyvi 
That’s  wander’d  frae'hi^  maminy, 
Fr^a  his  x^atnmVy  frae  hiai^aix^ni]r$ 
Whi^s  for.^  bonnyichiel, 

Tnat’8‘ wander  a  frae  his  mammy. 


mammy. 

OL 


N6i^  nefed^  hi6'&st  to  warm  Him  ;  // 

Toothache  ^nd  rheumatis’  he’ll  scorn, !  h  f  i 

Ahd  coiic^doh’t  alarih  him.  '  ^  mamm v. 


He  wWd  mh  .fr^a  mammy, 
nw  .menuny.  my  mi 


T '  *{ Ik.  >k'  .r., ..  .  -  ^ 

In  shifamer,  wfc§n  the  woodland  ring^, '  ■ ,,  , , ,  o 

•'He  'adksi*'^'*  What  "mean  these  In  bohhfiVblue.ah^iiaj 


ipy  mam-^ 


nmer,  wnen tne  wootutana rings, '  ■ - 
‘  adks,*  ‘  What  '  'me, an  the|e  In  bohaet  i  blue.  an^.  tartan  piail^ 
noises?;— 1  '  I  Bfe  woo’d  me 'frae  my  inammy. 


VrVrV/  VI 

Warm  sOitndkhe'hatesi  andallwkrih  >:o/  fe  .ik  o 

.'.t  orMtbfcg  g.TBvj  r  ro  ?  ■;*  Lome  bring 

Most  heartily  despises.  “  •  ' 

ai>  f.-'  ;  to  '.-.vori  <  :  ■•,,[  o':’ I 

But  when  the  fox’s  bark  is  l^d ;  , 


He  woo  d  me  irae  my  mammy. 
Came  bring,'  come  brin'^ ’yppr  siller 

'  x  ■  :hi  .-'.-A 


When 


All  shivering  and  clapping  ; —  pretty  lasses.  '  “  7;^ 

Y^en  stohe  and  hone  with  firost  do  CoiMf'ebuy>,<dmebuy',  my  pretty  maids, 
break,  Piher-,heroj  ^  * 

And  pQniil,ppd  Jshe,  are  ctjai^ng^-^T ,  .S-®^/M^®^fF®8h^k'^'braw 
Thm  y^n^ay  seo  hia  old  sides  shake,  |  brings  yoii^iuckle  gear ; 

ouch  glee  nis  frame  is  racking.  Wha  brings  you  muckle  gear, 

Muckle  gear,  muckle  gear ; 

Near  the  north  pole,  upon  the  strand.  Here’s  J amie,  fresh  frae  braw  Eundee, 
He  has  an  icy  tower :  Wha  brings  you  muckle  gear. 

Likewise  iu  lovely  Switzerland  - - 

He  keeps  a  summer  bower.  Scarlet  Fever.— The  Balmoral 

So  op  .od  do™-oow  hero-now 


It^  best^  k/hale  skini '  1>  ^ 

For  ’twill  be  a  bloody  morning. 

B.at  when  he-sawtheiH^Uand  lads, 
Wi’  tartan  trews  and  white'oockades, 
Wi’  swords  andgunsi  and  rungs,  and 
gaudS; 


J0HNNIE  .G0P®.  £!  r  .l. 

Siii  John  Cope  trod  the  North  right 
far, 

Yet'ne’Or  a  rebel  he'came  n’ar,  '- 
Until  he  landed  ^  Dunbar, 

]^ht  early  in  a,  morning, 

*ltey!  JohnhSe  Cdbe,' Si®  ye  "waking 
yet?  ,  ■  ' 

Or  are  ye  sleeping?  I  woo’d  wit: 
Make  haste,''glt  up,  for  the  drums  do 
'  beat;— 

O 'fie  I'  Ccipe, 'rise  in  the  morning.’ 

%ey  !  'Johnnie 'Cope,  &c. 

. . ;  ru  ■ 

Cone  'wrote  a  challenge  from  Dunbar  ; 

I  !i»— _ . 


_ _  _  the  morning. 

°  Heyi  Johnny  Cope, 

For  all  their  bombs  and  bombr 
granades. 

They  cou’d  na  fiice  the  Highland  lads. 
But  to  the  hills  scour’d  an  in  squa^j 
Pursued  by  the  clans  in  the  moiM^g. 
Sir  Jdhnnie  straight  to  BerwiA^rade, 
As  if  the  deil  had  been  his  guide  j 
Gi’en  him  the  'world,  he  wou’d  na 
stay’d,  .  ,  ^  -r 

To  •  have  fought  the  boys  ^the 
morning.  7 

'  ‘  Hey!  Johnnie  Cope,  &c. 

“  ■  »  ' ;  ' 

Said  tbe  B^ydckers  puto,  J<)hn,T 
‘0!;W^t’p become  of  all  yoprmen?’ 
*  The  de’U  confound.me.if  I  ken. 

For  I  left  them  a’  in  the  m<wning.’  f 
Said  Lord  Mark  Car,;  ‘  If e  are  na 
blate-  -  '.iL  vrjrt.,!/;  . 

To  bring  us  the  news  of  your  ain 
• '  defeat^  '  ' '  ^  ^  1 

And  Iwve  your  men  in  sic  a  sfrait — 
Get  out  o’  my  sight  this  morning.’ 

•  •  T  :  '  l;! '  ' . 

‘In  faith!’  qtio’  i^phn,'- .‘ I  got  ^my 
flegs,  i 

With  th^r.  claymores  and  philabegs ; 
If  I  face  ihem  agtdn,  de’il  bfeak  my 
legs,-^  .  ,  -  ■ 

So  I  wish  you  a  good  morning.’ 

‘  Hey !  Johnny  Cope,  &c. 


ru  gi’e  you  a  merry  morning. 

When  (^arlie  loqkM  ^e  letter  on,,  ; 
He' 'swore  by  his  swpjfd  and  hisj 
fethei^s  throne,— ' 

"*  So  heav’n  restore  me  to  my  o'wnj 
I'll  meet  you.  Cope,  m  the  ihomingJ 
.  "  (Hey!  Johnnie  Cop®, ‘&C. 

‘'Then  Johnnie,  be  as  good .’s, your 
'  word, 

And  let  us  try  both  fire  at^  sword, 
And  di^a  flee  a  frighted  bfrd. 
That’s  cha^d  frrae  its  i^^t. 

mbming.’  ,  ‘  '  /  '  , 

When  Johnnie  Qope  g6t 'Word  o’  this, 
He  thought  it  wpuld  ha  be  amiss 
Tb^hae  w  horsS  £n  readiness, 
Whate’er  might  hap  in  the  morning. 
Hey!  Johnnie;Cppe,  &o, 

And  when  he.he'ard  the  bkgpipes’  din. 
Good  feith,  thought  he,  ^S  time  to 
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